THE ATTACK ON THE STOCKADE
ALL day long a careful watch was kept among the
branches of the mighty ceiba-tree. And what a tree
that was! The hugest English oak would have seemed
a stunted bush beside it. Borne up on roots, or rather
walls, of twisted board, some twelve feet high, between
which the whole crew, their ammunitions, and provisions,
were housed roomily, rose the enormous trunk full forty
feet in girth, towering like some tall lighthouse, smooth
for a hundred feet, then crowned with boughs, each of
which was a stately tree, whose topmost twigs were full
two hundred and fifty feet from the ground. And yet it
was easy for the sailors to ascend; so many natural ropes
had kind Nature lowered for their use, in the smooth
lianas which hung to the very earth, often without a knot
or leaf. Once in the tree, you were within a new world,
suspended between heaven and earth, and as Gary said,
no wonder if, like Jack when he climbed the magic bean-
stalk, you had found a castle, a giant, and a few acres
of well-stocked park, packed away somewhere amid that
labyrinth of timber. Flower-gardens at least were there
in plenty; for every limb was covered with pendent
cactuses, gorgeous orchises, and wild pines; and while
one-half the tree was clothed in rich foliage, the other
half, utterly leafless, bore on every twig brilliant yellow
flowers, around which humming-birds whirled all day
long. Parrots peeped in and out of every cranny, while,
within the airy woodland, brilliant lizards basked like
living gems upon the bark, gaudy finches flitted and
chirruped, butterflies of every size and colour hovered
over the topmost twigs, innumerable insects hummed
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